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When I\'m Out In the Street 


Author's Notes: 
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Runaway 
Chapter | 


So here | was, sitting in the shadow of an old house with no money in my pocket while the colors faded to 
black. Darkness slowly banished the light, | can recall it getting darker as usual because it was new moon. Funny 


what the human mind decides to capture. 


Once more | asked myself the big question. Why?! This ran trough my mind way too often in the past few 
weeks. 

People walking by gave me pity looks but more often they looked scornful. | couldn't reproach them for it and | 
didn't even want to. They had reasons, | was just another homeless girl waiting in the shadows of a cold winter 


night, stealing the little money they were carrying around when they weren't looking. 


| closed my eyes, waiting for sleep to take me away to another world. | pulled my thin jacket tighter around 
my shoulders. Shivering. 


| was drifting away when | heard a sound and shrug in terror. All| was aware of was a warm presence behind 
my back 

| didn't move or make a sound for a couple of minutes and listened to steady breathing next to me. There 
were all these stories about girls getting raped at night running through my head like a freight train 

| couldn't take not knowing what was going on anymore after a while and saw a guy sitting there, arms locked 
around his knees, eyes set to the other side of the street, long hair covering his face. He didn't look exactly 


terrifying to be honest. 


| sat up so he would know | was awake, no need to pretend he wouldn't leave anyway that much | knew. 

"Is cold," he said in a deep, scratchy voice when | moved. 

"Yeah..." 

| didn't like the way my voice sounded, way too shaky and high pitched. You could hear the subtile terror | was 
in. 

"So what are you doing out here alone? This is not a good place for a young girl to be at night you know?" 

His voice was somehow comforting and | relaxed a little but the cold instantly touched me. My whole body was 
shaking now.'Sleeping. At least trying to until you came to scare the living shit out of me!" | tried to sound cool 
and laid back but to be honest | sounded like a rabbit trying to scare the wolf who's gonna eat it. He must 
have thought the same cause there was a little laugh escaping his lips. 

"Don't try to appear though, it's not working." 

He was right and his words sounded like a threat to me. 

"So.. What are you gonna do to me?" | asked after taking a deep breath to make me sound less terrified. 


"I don't know yet. What do you want me to do?" he asked jokingly. 

| want you To leave." 

Sort of pissed off | turned my back to him and rested my head against the wall. He said nothing but instead of 
going away he kept sitting next to me, watching me shiver. After a while | felt his arms around me. | have to 
admit that it felt good but | still refused to let him hold me. 

"Don't you dare to touch me! | don't even know your name nor have | seen your face and you're putting your 
arms around me like you had known me since forever!" | said angrily. 

"Don't be silly, you're gonna freeze to death," he said as he pulled me closer. "and so am | so turn around and 


stop pushing me away.” 


As | did nothing he turned me around by himself, he had a pretty strong grip. | looked into deep, hypnotizing 
eyes and my senses were stripped until | smelled whiskey in his warm breath. 
"Have you been drinking?!""Uhm... A little, yeah but does it matter?" 


"YES it does goddamn it! You're drunk and just sat down next to a random girl who's sleeping in the street." 


He smiled A beautiful smile. He was still pretty young but something in his eyes told me that he had probably 
seen more in his life than some people ever will. "I'm not drunk. You don't want to see me drunk if you think 
this is scary. And are you telling me a girl sleeping in the streets is normal? Come on take my jacket and we'll 
go to my place." he said as he took his warm leather jacket off and draped it around my shoulders. It smelled 
of cigarettes and booze and.. strawberries?! | sniffed and tightened his jacket around me. 

"Strawberries?!" | asked him. 

Its my shampoo.. | swear I'm straight ok, it's cheaper than men's shampoo", he said doing a demonstrative 
hair flip. 


He then got up and wrapped his arms around himself. He was only wearing a thin baggy shirt. 


"Get up, I'm freezing now that you have my jacket" 

"You can have it back if you're freezing but why are you only wearing that shirt?" 

"Keep it, just stay close to me so I'm not gonna freeze to death," he said not answering my question while he 
pulled me up and slid one arm around my waist. He was a little taller than me, four inches or something and he 
was skinny. | wasn't sure if he could hurt me, probably yes but he didn't seem to be willing to. 

"Well okay lets just go fast” 

Once more there was the big why. Why was | doing this? 

But then again | had nothin to loose. | rested my head on his shoulder and smelled his soft cold hair. A mixture 


of strawberries and cigarettes rose to my nose. 


"Can | at least ask for your name now that I'm going home with you?" 

"Axl." 

We went around a corner. 

"Axl who? Or just Axl? Come on it won't kill you to give me some more information on yourself!" | joked trying 


to sound cool. 


"Rose. Axl Rose." 

His voice was shaking from the cold. He let go of my waist and pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his jeans, 
took one for himself and offered me another. 

"Want one? They're good" 

"No." | refused and added a quick "Thank you." 

"Well whatever." 

He pushed my arm aside to reach for a lighter in the pocket of his jacket. After he lit his cigarette he put his 


arms around himself to keep from shaking. | still saw it. 


"Will we be there soon?" 

We were walking past a bar and in its light | saw that his hair was somewhere between blonde and red. 
"Yeah we will be. See that bar?" he pointed to the one we were just walking past. 

"Don't you think you've already had enough alcohol?!" 


‘Its never too late for a beer. Oh come on just trust me." | rolled my eyes and followed Axl towards the bar. 


| put my hands into the pockets of his jacket (containing another lighter, some money and keys on a keyring) 
and stepped into the warm, surprisingly friendly atmosphere of the bar. | coughed as | smelled the mixture of 


cigarettes, beer and sweat. Axl went to the back and so did |, feeling some kind of relief that he wasn't going 
straight to the barkeeper to order a double shot of whiskey but being worried about where else he could be 
heading. 

"Where are we going?" 


"You'll see. Don't worry" 


Of course | worried If he wasn't going to drink he was probably searching for a place to do drugs. | could 
imagine him taking a shot of heroin while a few feet away people were laughing and drinking, not knowing there 
was a drug addict getting high in a bathroom stall with a teenage girl watching him. 


| went through a door he held open for me and told myself not to worry. It was hidden from the rest of the 
people here, next to the toilets (oh the irony) and had a sign reading "PRIVATE" nailed on it. 

Behind the door there was a narrow wooden stairway. 

"Can we just go up there, | mean the sign..2" 

"Are you telling me you're sleeping in the streets, doing whoever the fuck knows what but are afraid of 
entering a door just cause it has a stupid sing on it?!" 

He burst out in laughter. | swallowed the rest of my doubts and went up the stairs, he was right behind me 
after closing the door. 


There was a corridor on the right and the stairway continued on the left. 


"Go right." | heard his deep, sort of vibrating voice behind me. 

‘lm not going in there. It's dark as fuck and you're probably going to rape me!" 

"Oh come on, like you could do anything about it if I'd try to rape you." 

The thought of me trying to escape from being raped by him seemed to be quite amusing because he burst 
out in laughter again. 

"Give them to me!" he demanded after he finished laughing. 

"What?" 

He sighed. 

"The keys. In the pockets you're keeping your hands in" 

"Oh... Yeah, here..." 

| was tired, so tired and this asshole - Sorry, Axl - was treating me like a stupid child If | had just stayed on 
the street | would be asleep now. Probably catching some serious disease or experiencing death by freezing 


but asleep. 


He picked one of the few keys on the keyring and put it into the keyhole of the last and second door in the 
dark corridor. 

"Come in, give me my jacket back and sleep wherever you want to." wow, what a nice way of being welcomed 
into someone's apartment. | took his jacket off and handed it to him just so he could throw it somewhere on 
the floor which was to my surprise not covered in beer cans or other kinds of trash. 

"So this is the bed room. You can sleep in my bed. | will sleep on the sofa if you want me to. Or YOU can sleep 
on the sofa. Or in my fucking bathtub, on the floor, wherever you want to just lay down and sleep already 
you're looking half dead and like you'd almost fall asleep standing,’ 

Axl said as he crossed the tiny room to open a door on the left and reveal a small room with a double bed 


(how many girls was he bringing up here?). 

"What a nice way of expressing your concern," | said and looked around the room | was standing in. A small old 
sofa to my right was facing a tiny tv on a desk leaned to the wall. Next to the desk there was a door with 
probably a kitchen behind it. 


"But you're right | am tired. | feel like | could sleep for ages.” 

| yawned which he commented on with showing me his beautiful smile again He came over to me to unzip my 
jacket and take it off and paused to give me a really sweet smile. 

"Hey, what are you doing?" "Taking off your jacket. You can't sleep in it. I'm not gonna hurt you." 

"Well, okay then" | said as | let him take my jacket and tripped towards the bedroom to collapse on the left side 
of the bed. The sheets were soft and comfortable and | would have fallen asleep immediately if he hadn't lay 
down next to me. This time it was him yawning. 

"What's your name? | think | have the right of knowing it now after taking you home and letting you sleep in 
my bed," he said as he stared up to the ceiling. But before | could answer | already fell asleep over the 


muffled sounds coming from the bar below. 


This Is Our Beginning 


| woke up to the penetrant sound of a shower running. The thin walls couldn't really keep the loud splashing 
water out. | stretched and laid back down, wrapping myself into the warm sheets and smiled into the soft cloth. 
The other side of the bed was still warm when | stretched out. Axl couldn't have been awake for long. | 
watched the dust particles dance in the sunbeam coming through the shutter and turned onto my stomach, 
pulling his pillow closer and burying my head in it. | breathed his scent in like | was getting high of it, closed my 
eyes and was so grateful he took me home. For the first time in what seemed to be forever to me | felt like | 


wasn't alone. The bathroom door slammed followed by Axl quietly spitting out "Fuck you!" 


| let go of his pillow and curled up in a position from which | could watch him through the open door, still 
smiling. He was standing with his back turned to me, rubbing his wet hair with a towel and wore nothing but 
jeans. He threw the towel to the floor (he wasn't as much of a tidy person as he had first appeared to be) 
and went into what | supposed was the kitchen, this time he carefully shut the door behind himself. | laughed 


internally at how he watched out not to wake me up. 


After a few minutes he came out with a steaming-hot cup of coffee (| seemed to be right about the kitchen) 
and walked back to the bedroom. | closed my eyes quickly just to slowly open them again and stretched myself 
once more, hoping to appear like | had just woken up. 

"Good morning honey!" 

"You know me since yesterday. Don't you think you're a little quick with calling me honey?" | asked, rubbing my 
eyes and not letting him know it made butterflies fly in my stomach. 

"You've known me for half an hour before you went home with me. Now tell me who's the quick one," Axl said 
didactically. 

"That's something different. | have nothing to lose except for my life. Sometimes it's better to go home with a 
random stranger." 

He commented on my answer by raising an eyebrow in amusement. He was truly beautiful, his jawline, these 


mesmerizing green eyes and his red hair perfectly framing his face. Not to mention his full, soft looking lips... 


I'd like to touch these lips, I'd like to taste hi... Stop. 


"You surely know. You should take a shower. | don't even want to know when you had your last," he said and 
sipped on his coffee. He put it down and placed it on the window-sill, pulled the shutter up and let more 
sunlight flood the tiny bedroom. | covered my eyes with my left hand and watched him pull out a black shirt 
reading "shit happens" from a bunch of clothes lying on the floor. 

"Nice shirt. Don't you have a wardrobe or something?" 

"l used to. Sold it to pay the rent. I've been living without one for quite a long time now and it's not that much 
of a loss." 

| got up and walked towards the bathroom. 

"Yeah, who needs wardrobes?" | said sarcastically. 

"Exactly." 


He was perfectly serious when he followed me out of the bedroom. 


"Now give me your shirt and take that one" he said as he handed me the black shirt. 

"But." 

"Just give it to me you can't wear that ‘til it starts rotting.’ 

He had a point so | went into the bathroom, took my old shirt off and handed it to him through the slightly 
opened door in return of the black one. 

"Thanks." | could watch him throw my shirt in a trashcan before | shut the door and stripped off the rest of 
my clothes. 

"Coffee? You can also have beer if you want but | don't have any food!" | could hear his voice coming through 
the door. 

"Coffee. Black. Don't worry I'm not a big fan of breakfast anyways," | answered and stepped into the shower. 


The bathroom was even smaller than | had expected it to be. | was really surprised there was enough space 
for a toilet, a shower and a sink. | found a razor laying on the sink and used it for my body, silently feeling 
guilty but he didn't need to know. 


| took a quick look in the mirror before | stepped out of the bathroom, now wearing my old jeans and Axl's 
shirt. It was a little oversized but smelled fresh and | felt good wearing a new shirt after a long time. 

"Hey my shirt looks great on youl"Axl gave me a hot cup of coffee and sat down on the sofa. It seemed like 
there wasn't a kitchen table or something in his apartment. 

"So how comes you just went home with me yesterday? And now don't tell me that your life has no value to 
you. You'd see how valuable it is if you had almost lost it even once." 

He sounded like he had been in a situation where he could have lost his life already. 

"What else should | have done? | mean you basically left me no choice," | asked after | took a sip and tried not 
to pull a face. 

"And why were you even taking me home? People usually walk by and look at me either pity or like | had killed 
their uncle." 

Axl hadn't given me a single pity look until now and that made me somehow happy. He didn't treat me like the 
poor, dependent homeless girl | was. He probably wasn't that much of an asshole as he seemed to be 
yesterday. 

"Ah | don't know... | probably just had a helpful day or something. But why are you sleeping in the streets? 
You're not even I8 yet | can tell. Isn't your family worried?" 

‘lm I7. My family is the last thing | worry about: 


He gave me a weird look 
"You're not much of a telling person" 
"l'm just not fast with trusting people." 


"We agree on that point, people can be mean," Axl said. "But at least tell me your name. You know mine too." 

| guess he had the right to know. 

"Cat. And you owe me your age." He looked at me and, again, lifted an eyebrow. 

"My age? Oh yeah! I'm 24 ... Nice name. Short for Catherine?" 

| nodded and got up from the sofa and drank the rest of my coffee. | wanted to bring the empty cup back to 


the kitchen soon but | still had some questions. 


"Why are you living above a bar? YOUR family should be worried too." 


‘Clever girl. Well it's cheap and useful. | don't have much money which you can easily see. My family.. | haven't 


talked to any of them since | was your age and | see no need in doing so." 


His light green eyes went darker. He said it like it wasn't a big deal but | could tell there was something more. 
Knowing that he wouldn't answer as we both aren't easily trusting people | didn't even bother asking. 
"Well.. Thanks for letting me sleep here.. | think | should go again and you should give me my shirt back" 


| went into the kitchen to get rid of my cup and bumped into Axl who suddenly leaned in the door frame when 
| turned around again. He grabbed my wrists and held them roughly together with one hand, cupping my jaw 
with the other and looked deeply into my eyes. 

"No. Don't," his voice was harsh and a little aggressive. A slight feeling of terror made my troath tighten and 
time froze when | felt his hair wetting my shirt. | tried to free my hands or at least turn my head from his 
eyes staring into my soul. He let go and backed away slightly. 

"l. l'm sorry. | didn't mean to scare you." 

He blushed. 

"| don't know.. What to say, Axl." 

He ran his tumb along my jawline and brushed a streak of hair out of my face. 

"Say you'll stay. Please." 

His voice was only a whisper. 

| thought | saw his eyes getting wet but this couldn't be. | just nodded mechanically to get him back to normal 
again. He suddenly pulled me to his bare chest and locked his arms behind my back 

"Thank you." 

"Are you still drunk? Everything okay?" | asked and awkwardly hugged hugged him back. | liked his bare skin 


against my own. 


"No I'm fine I'm just.. glad you're staying. It's better for me not to be alone." 
He let go of me again and | worked up a little smile. 
"Okay... So are we going to stay in here the whole day?" 


| had to go outside. As happy as | was about finding a place to sleep | needed some fresh air. | had to think the 
situation over and decide what to do. 


"We're going out. Now. Let me just dry my hair and get a shirt" 


| nodded and watched him disappear into the bedroom. 

"Okay, let's gol” 

Axl was wearing a printed, big shirt again and his hair hang loosely around his shoulders. He grabbed his jacket 
from the floor and went back to the bedroom again. 

"| forgot you need something to wear over that shirt.” 

He threw a plain black leather jacket over to me. 


"I can't just wear your clothes." | started after | caught the jacket. 


"Yes you can," he interrupted me and just went out of the apartment, he wasn't even waiting for an answer. | 
hurried with following him. 


"Hey Axl!" the barkeeper, who was now cleaning the tables, greeted him. 

"Hey mate! How's it going?" 

"Quite good. Want to introduce me to your new friend there?" he asked and scanned me from head to toe. 
"Maybe later. We gotta go now, bye!" 

With these words he quickly shoved me out of the bar. 

"He's okay but | don't need him to know everything. | can't really tell what he's up to," Axl explained. 

| won't ask any further. Where are we heading?" 

"Liquor store." 


Things Have Changed 


Author's Notes: 
This used to be way more emotional but | cut it down to have something to write about later on This is 


nowhere near completed but I\'m happy to have a well thought out story line. 


"What?! Its not even noon and we haven't even had breakfast you can't..." 

| was interrupted by him laughing hysterically. 

"You were shitting me, right?" 

| felt incredibly stupid. 

"You should have seen your face!" Axl was trying to get himself together but he was still laughing so hard 
that | almost couldn't understand what he was saying. 

"This wasn't funny! You were so serious!" 

He patted my back and wiped a tear away. 

"Oh goddamn it! | think I'm starting to like you!" 

Now | also grinned. Not only because of his joke (which actually was funny afterwards) but because of that 
look he gave me."Great. Now tell me where we're going and don't dare to do that again!" 

| had a hard time to keep from smiling like an idiot. 

"Having breakfast. You know there's that little Café close and they have actual coffee there. Sorry | know mine 
isn't good" 

"Coffee is a form of art." 

he seemed to agree with me, at least he nodded. 


"Let's get moving or they won't have anything left. It's near noon | guess!" 


| followed him back to the house | would have ended up sleeping next to and turned left. 

"We're almost there. Just about one minute down the street" 

He was right, after one more minute we approached a tiny old Café. It had a plastic sign (turned to the "Open" 
side) on the front door. 


We went inside and sat down in a dark corner. The room had a dark but comfortable atmosphere. some 
teenagers were sitting at the round tables and talked quietly. 

"Told you." 

| grabbed the menu (ended up choosing an Espresso and a ham cheese sandwich) while he leaned back watching 
me. 

"Will you tell me how you ended up out there?" 

| considered saying no. 

It's a long story," | tried to avoid the topic. 

"But | want to know," he answered straight away. 


| set my eyes to the menu when | started narrating and damned myself. 


| used to have a home and instead of saying | ran away I'd rather say | quit. It was quite nice, a big and 
expensive house, my mom and dad were both working and | should have studied after school and become a 
doctor. Or something." 


| stopped my narration as the waitress came to pick up our order and continued right after she was gone. 


"But this wasn't my plan. It was my mom's plan and she had always planned my actions, my entire fucking life. | 
hated that but | couldn't complain, what should | have been complaining about? But it didn't make me happy. | 
hadn't been happy in a long time but time went by and it got worse. It wasn't all my mom's fault, | don't even 
know who's fault exactly it was but my life about never went the way | wanted it to and some time ago | 
ended up wishing | was dead. That's another very long story.’ 

He pinned his eyes to me and gave me his full attention 


"Will you tell me?" 


"Maybe... | thought happiness would come if | could please my family and make them happy. | could please them 
but | couldn't make them happy. This wasn't my fault though. It was the family structure and many things 
going on but how was | to know? " 

| knew | sounded cynically. 


"That was fucking dumb. You don't live to please them,’ Axl answered, not showing much concern anymore. 


| looked down and let out a bitter laugh. 

"Not quite. My family was proud of me, | tried to make them happy. They should at least they happy when | 
couldn't be. But there was this girl | knew. Went to the same school and was in some classes with me. We were 
quite alike you know?" 


| stopped as our order arrived and stirred my coffee. 


"She had a planned life and a "perfect" family. But she wasn't happy, just like me. | often watched her during 
lessons. She appeared happy when she was with other people but | could see through that. Could see the sad 
look in her eyes, the lack of will to move on | watched her until one day she suddenly disappeared. No one 
talked about her anymore and it was like she had never existed. | still tried to find out, asked people, read the 
local newspaper and then found out that she had.. 
| stopped talking and stirring. 

"Killed herself," Axl helped me out. 


"Yes. Her dad had a gun he kept laying around. That day she held it to her temple. Pulled the trigger while her 
parents were downstairs. She repainted her walls while they were watching Oprah. They found her, without a 
note and never knew why she had done it. Simple as that. It could have been me. | was mentally broken. Nobody 
knew and they all thought | was happy while | was dying inside." 

| stopped for a second and took my cup but my hands were shaking. Her death still affected me and | didn't 
even really know her. Funny, isn't it? 

"Hey, its over. You don't have to worry about that anymore," Axl tried to calm me but he couldn't really make 


it better so | just kept on talking. | would have made it through soon. 


"| started going out at night, alone and no matter the weather. | walked around for hours and hours and was 


glad to be away from my family. But people saw something was wrong so | just told them | was fine, just tired. 
Which was true but | wasn't fine. Talk is cheap and lies are easy. People actually enjoy being lied to," | said 
bitterly and felt a tear falling from my eyes. | cursed and wiped it away quickly but Axl still moved his chair 


closer to me and laid an arm around me. 


"Well, | decided that | couldn't go on that way but there was no way | was killing myself. It's not that | would 
be afraid of death but she.. just faded away. People forgot her. I'm totally not okay with that. | don't want it 
for myself. Once when | went out for my night walk | stole the money my parents kept hidden in a cup on the 
highest board of our cupboard and went out without a key. | found about 500$. Yes they kept much money in 
there. In case of.. Oh | don't even know! | was sure about not going home this time and didn't even turn around 
on the street corner. | didn't look back and | don't regret it until now. | left the city at night, rain was pouring 
down heavily and | remember | tripped and fell on the way. | took a random train and had no idea where | was 


going. | hid in the toilet because | wanted to save my money for more important things.’ 


"Or I'll just end up walking in the cold November rain." he murmured quietly. 

"What?!" 

"Huh? Um nothing, just a flashing thought. But how'd you end up in LA? And where do you sleep at night? You 
can't sleep outside all the time!" 


| laughed and this time it was a real laugh. 


"Steal and travel. It's like work and travel but with less work and more regret. Well at first. | first spent the 
money | had, was very thrifty with it and slept in cheap motels at night, didn't afford tickets for the trains | 
was taking. Then | ran out of money which was unavoidable and well... Started stealing from people. | am quite 
professional at it now, sometimes | needed much money to buy clothes so watch your stuff” 


He laughed. 


"About two weeks ago | took a random train again and apparently it stopped in LA. So yeah, here | am!" 
"Are you happy?" he asked and watched me with serious, green eyes. 

| hesitated to answer. | hadn't asked myself that question since | had left home. 

"lm free," | said eventually. 

"Are you?" 


| didn't know. 


